THE SCHOUDLER CRASH

"Supposing we went and had a drink somewhere/' she suggested.

Wilner shook his head.

"As far as I'm concerned, my children," he said, "I'm overwhelmed
with sleep, fatigue and triumph. I'm going to bed."

Then, in a low voice, to Simon, as he sincerely shook his hand, he
let fall from his gargoyle-like mouth: "Thank you, my dear fellow,
you're doing me a good turn."
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Pleasure had sobered Sylvaine and had spread a delightful languor
through her taut nerves. Simon was certainly no picture of beauty;
but, after several months of fidelity to Wilner, he represented novelty
'and youth to Sylvaine.

Simon and Sylvaine talked of the night they had spent together seven
years before in this very flat, after fimile Lartois's election to the
Academic Franchise.

But that night it had been Simon who was drunk.

"What exacdy did we do?" asked Simon.

"What do you mean? Don't you remember?"

Yes. Simon Lachaume remembered. Or rather he preserved those
scraps of memory which drunkenness carves more deeply on the mem-
ory than any other condition, yet leaves blank places, irremediably
empty gaps. He remembered the room, but with a wall of gold stars
of varying sizes that was no longer there.

"Has the wallpaper been changed?" he asked.

"No. Though it needs it. I must have it done," she replied, her
hand beneath her head,, raising her fine copper hair.

He remembered also two figures enlaced on this very bed, Sylvaine
and Maublanc; he remembered himself, lying on a sofa3 eating a hard-
boiled egg.

"And then I remember your breasts under me. Am I wrong?"

"Is that all?" she murmured ironically.

Simon turned down the sheets, looked at Sylvaine's pretty breasts
and tried to see if they were at the same level.

"That was the night I made that poor Lulu believe he had given me
children."

Now that he had been cold for many years, and she had hastened bis
ruin, his madness and his death, Sylvaine called Maublanc "that poor
Lulu!"

"No, he was really a swine," she said. "Oh3 don't let's talk any
about all that, do you mind? It was all a horrible, beastly,
period of my life. I should like never to think of it again, I'd s& iBi&cti
rather this was the first time we had met. Just like ttis.. .** sl$e said
politely.
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